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“thE PrOPhECy”
by Allison Eckerson
As Amelia Graves walked down the hall to class, she could feel her destiny  
pressing down on her like a spatula squishing a grilled cheese sandwich in a skillet.  
Today she would die.
 It had been written in the stars long ago. A fixed point in time. So they  
said, but Amelia never believed what she was told. To her the sky was not blue,  
the earth did not orbit the sun, and she sure as hell was not going to die the day  
before graduation.
 She took her usual seat in class and her peers’ words turned to hushed  
whispers and nervous glances.
 “Amelia,” her best friend Margo said softly to her, “Why are you here?”
 “Because it’s the final exam, duh. I haven’t come this close to fail  
 on the last day.”
 No one else dared to say anything. How could they? If Amelia wanted to 
spend her last few hours answering obscure questions about British literature, 
then no one was going to stop her. Least of all her oddball professor.
 
 “Glad you’re here Graves. Won’t let fate keep you from passing  
my class, will you?”
 By the end of the test, Amelia was wondering if death might have 
been preferable. She left the building slowly, running her fingers across the white  
walls all the way down the hall. Whether she died today or graduated tomorrow,  
she would never walk these halls again.
 She stepped out into the warm May sun and tried not to look back.  
She would see it all again, that’s what she told herself as she crossed the street  
without looking.
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 The best way to avoid her imminent doom, she thought, was to ignore  
the prophecy. That was the mistake made in all the books. Would Oedipus have  
ever fulfilled his destiny if his parents hadn’t abandoned him in fear? Would Harry  
ever have been able to kill Voldemort if Voldemort hadn’t first tried to kill Harry?  
Amelia had decided long ago that she would not try to outrun her fate, she sucked  
at running anyway. She would keep living as if destiny was only a concept in stories. 
No more than a myth.
 The cafeteria was nearly empty when she sat down at one of the tables  
and opened a book.
 “Hey, you’re the girl who’s supposed to die today, right?”
 Amelia looked up, annoyed, to see an unfamiliar guy sit down  
across from her.
 “Well, I’m not going to.”
 “OK.” He shrugged and held his hand out for her to shake. “I’m Sam by  
the way.” She put her book down and just glared at him. There was something  
in the glint of his eyes that confused her.
 “You already know who I am.” She picked her book up and pretended  
to read while she waited for him to leave. But he didn’t. He pulled a notebook  
and a pen from his bag and began to draw something.
 “What are you doing?” She asked rudely.
 “Just doodling. What are you doing.”
 “I’m trying to read, obviously.”
 “Is that how you’re going to avoid your destiny?”
 “I don’t believe in destiny. Do you?” Her tone was almost threatening.
 He set his pen down and leaned back into the chair, looking up at the ceiling. 
After a few moments of waiting, Amelia shook her head and went back to reading. 
“Maybe there is such a thing as destiny,” he paused, “but maybe sometimes the 
prophets get it wrong.”
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 “They never have before.”
 “I thought you didn’t believe in it?”
 “I don’t. I’m just saying they’ve never got it wrong once in the past eighty-three 
years. But I don’t believe it’s fate. Maybe it’s coincidence or they’re cheating, 
or something like that.”
 “Or maybe they really can see the future. Maybe it is all predetermined.”
 “So you think I’m going to die?”
 “No. I think they’ve got it wrong this time.”
 Amelia was still thinking this over when he spoke again.
 “Do you wanna get some coffee sometime? Like, now?”
 Two hours later, the moon was bright and it was still warm from the day as  
Amelia and Sam left the cafeteria and walked together toward the nearly empty  
parking lot. All sense of doom on Amelia’s face had gone and been replaced  
by a slight blush and a wide smile.
 As they crossed the street, Sam said something which made Amelia laugh so  
hard that she had to stop to catch her breath. Sam laughed at the sight of her  
and as she wiped a tear away from her eye she felt his fingers lace through hers.  
Then, in an instant, there was a sudden flash of light and the squealing of brakes  
on the pavement before everything went dark.
 When Amelia awoke several minutes later, she heard first the wail of an 
ambulance siren and then the frantic voices. This is how I die, she thought 
as warm blood pooled around her. But the blood was not hers.
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